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Fellow  Teachers  : 

Among  the  many  topics  now  engrossing  onr  attention,  that  of 
"Nature  Study"  holds  a  foremost  place.  It  is  significant,  to  say 
the  least,  that  interest  in  this  subject  has  developed  with  the 
growing  observance  of  Arbor  Day. 

While  it  is  undoubtedl}'  true  that  this  day  had  its  origin  in  an 
almost  exclusive  thought  for  the  perpetuation  of  our  forests,  it  is 
as  true  that  the  influences  set  in  motion  include  a  far  wider  range 
of  ideas  than  the  simple  extension  of  wooded  areas.  When  we  go 
to  the  woods  it  is  not  alone  to  listen  to  the  songs  of  the  tree  tops, 
but  as  well  to  that  of  their  feathered  inhabitants  ;  it  is  not  only 
to  admire  the  strength  and  majesty  of  the  lofty  pine  or  the  sturdy 
oak,  but  to  be  captivated  by  the  grace  and  beauty  of  the  tiny  fern 
or  the  beautiful  wild  flower. 

Tliis  suggests  the  real  service  which  Arbor  Day  may  render  to 
the  schools.  Let  it  be  a  day  for  the  full  recognition  of  the  value 
and  importance  of  Nature  in  every  form  as  an  object  for  study. 
Let  the  day  be  so  observed  that  it  shall  symbolize  to  the  child  as 
vividly  the  wealth  and  treasures  of  Nature's  storehouses,  and  the 
personal  share  he  has  in  them  all,  as  the  Fourth  of  July  speaks  of 
the  blessings  of  liberty,  or  Memorial  Day  of  the  self-sacrifice  of " 
true  patriotism. 

Strive  to  enlist  the  active  cooperation  of  each  child,  stimulate  the 
sense  of  individual  privilege  and  responsibility.  Study  carefully 
the  conditions  surrounding  your  own  school,  and  make  the  day 
minister  to  the  improvement  of  those  surroundings  through  some 
additions  from  Nature's  domains.  Teach  the  child  to  go  to  Nature 
for  enjoyment,  j)leasure,  comfort ;  to  read  her  open  books  as  well 
as  to  interpret  her  mysteries. 

The  more  this  is  attemj)ted  the  more  wonderful  will  be  found 
the  harmony  between  Nature  and  literature,  and  the  more  simple 
will  our  work  become. 

Thomas  B.  Stockwell,  Commissioner. 
Providence,  April  2,  1894. 


.♦♦  IPuotjraniinc  ... 


I.     Song — ''Arbor  DayT 

(Ail— "My  Maryland."! 

Again  we  come  this  daj-  to  greet, 

Arbor  D<iy  !  sweet  Arbor  Day  ! 
"With  willing  hands  and  nimble  feet. 

Arbor  Day  !  sweet  Arbor  Daj'  ! 
No  sweeter  theme  our  time  can  claim, 
No  grander  deed  points  us  to  fame, 
No  day  more  proud  than  this  we  name 

Arbor  Day  !  dear  Arbor  Day  ! 

Bring  forth  the  trees  !     Prepare  the  earth  ! 

For  Arbor  Day,  sweet  Arbor  Day. 
With  song  we  celebrate  the  birth 

Of  Arbor  Day,  sweet  Arbor  Day  I 
And  when  our  joj^ful  task  is  done. 
And  we  our  meed  of  jj raise  have  won, 
The  glorious  work's  but  just  begun 

For  Arbor  Day,  dear  Arbor  Day  ! 

—Seymour  S.  Short,  Alton,  X.  Y 


//.     Scripture  Reading — Psalm  cxlviii. 

(To  be  read  responsivefj"  by  Teacher  and  Pupils.) 

1.  Praise  ye  the  Lord.     Praise  ye  the  Lord  from  the  heavens:  praise  him  in 
the  heights. 

2.  Praise  ye  him,  all  his  angels  :  praise  ye  him,  all  his  hosts. 

3.  Praise  ye  him,  sun  and  moon  :  ])raise  him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 

4.  Praise  him,  ye  heavens  of  heavens,  and  ye  waters  that  be  above  the  heavens. 

5.  Let  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord  :  for  he  commanded,  and  they  were 
created. 


6.  He  hath  also  stablished  them  for  ever  and  ever  :  he  hath  made  a  decree 
which  shall  not  pass. 

7.  Praise  the  Lord  from  the  earth,  ye  dragons  and  all  deeps  : 

8.  Fire,  and  hail  ;  snow,  and  vapor  ;  stormy  wind  fulfilling  his  word  : 

9.  Mountains,  and  all  hills  ;  fruitful  trees,  and  all  cedars  : 

10.  Beasts,  and  all  cattle  ;  creeping  things,  and  fljing  fowl  : 

•  11.  Kings  of  the  earth,  and  all  jieople  ;  princes,  and  all  judges  of  the  earth  : 

12.  Both  young  men,  and  maidens  ;  old  men,  and  children  : 

13.  Let  them  praise  the  name  of  the  Lord  :  for  his  name  alone  is  excellent ;  his 
glory  is  above  the  earth  and  heaven. 

14.  He  also  exalteth  the  horn  of  his  people,  the  praise  of  all  his  saints  ;  even 
of  the  children  of  Israel,  a  people  near  unto  him.     Praise  ye  the  Lord. 


///.     Song — ' '  A  merica. 


My  country  !     'Tis  of  thee. 
Sweet  land  of  liberty, 

Of  thee  I  sing  ; 
Land  where  mj'  fathers  died  ! 
Land  of  the  i^ilgrim's  pride  ! 
From  every  mountain  side 

Let  freedom  ring  ! 

My  native  country,  thee, 
Land  of  the  noble  free, 

Thy  name  I  love  ; 
I  love  thy  rocks  and  rills, 
Thy  woods  and  templed  hills  ; 
My  heart  with  rapture  thrills 

Like  that  aliove. 

Let  music  swell  the  breeze. 
And  ring  from  all  the  trees 

Sweet  freedom's  song  ; 
Let  mortal  tongues  awake  ; 
Let  all  that  breathe  partake  ; 
Let  rocks  their  silence  break. 

The  sound  prolong. 

Our  fathers'  God  !  to  thee, 
Author'  of  Liberty, 

To  thee  we  sing  ; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light ; 
Protect  us  by  thy  might, 

Great  God  our  King.  —.Samuel  F.  Smith. 


IV.     Reading  of  the  Proclamation  of  tJic  Governor. 


V.     Oi'igin  of  Arbor  Day 


Arbor  Day  originated  on  the  bleak,  because  treeless,  prairies  of  Nebraska,  over 
which  the  cold  winds  from  the  North  and  the  withering  blasts  from  the  heated 
plains  of  the  South  swept  with  unimpeded  force.  The  earlj-  settlers  of  that 
region  felt  the  need  at  once  of  some  shelter  from  these  winds,  not  onlj-  for  them- 
selves but  for  their  cattle  and  their  crops.  To  plant  trees  was  the  only  available 
resource.  But  what  an  almost  hopeless  undertaking  Avas  it  for  the  scattered 
people  to  plant  on  such  a  vast  space  as  one  of  our  AVestern  States  enough  trees, 
to  make  an  effective  barrier  against  the  winds. 

In  this  emergency  the  happy  thought  occurred  to  one  of  the  settlers  that  if  a 
particular  day  were  agreed  upon  for  tree  planting  many  would  be  prompted  to 
engage  in  the  work  who  otlierwise  would  fail  to  do  so,  while  the  labor  would  be 
lightened  and  made  pleasant  to  each  one  by  the  knowledge  that  so  many  others 
were  working  with  him  for  the  same  object,  an  old  proverb  having  it  that  "many 
hands  make  light  work."  The  suggestion  was  well  received  ;  a  day  was  named 
\)j  the  State  Board  of  Agriculture,  and  the  people  entered  upon  the  work  with 
such  enthusiasm  that  more  than  a  million  trees  were  planted  on  the  day  assigned. 
Year  by  year  since  then  Arbor  Day  has  been  observed  so  well  that  we  are  assured 
bj^  ex-Governor  Morton,  now  Secretary  of  Agriculture  for  the  United  States,  who 
has  the  honor  of  originating  this  tree-planting  festival,  that  there  are  now  more 
than  700,000  acres  of  trees  in  Nebraska  which  have  been  planted  by  human  hands.  • 

The  successful  establishment  of  the  day  in  Nebraska  commended  it  at  once  to 
the  people  of  other  States,  and  it  was  soon  adopted  by  Kansas,  Iowa,  and  Minne- 
sota, and  was  not  long  in  making  its  way  into  Michigan  and  Ohio. 

In  the  latter  State  it  took  on  a  new  character,  Avhich  has  caused  it  to  spread 
rapidly  throughout  the  country.  The  teachers  and  pupils  of  the  schools  were 
invited  to  unite  in  its  observance,  and  instead  of  trees  being  planted  merely  as 
screens  from  the  winds,  they  were  also  planted  for  ornamental  purposes  and  as 
memorials  of  important  historical  events  and  of  celebrated  persons,  authors, 
statesmen,  and  others.  Thus  the  tree  planting  has  gained  a  literary  aspect  and 
an  interest  for  all  classes,  for  young  as  well  as  old.  In  preparation  for  it  the 
pupils  of  the  schools  have  been  led  to  the  stud}-  of  trees,  their  characteristics  and 
uses.  They  have  learned  the  history  of  celebrated  trees  and  of  persons  who  have 
been  connected  with  them.  They  have  become  familiar  with  the  lives  of  eminent 
persons  and  the  best  writings  of  distinguished  authors,  and  thus  have  received 
most  valuable  instruction,  while,  at  the  same  time,  their  liner  tastes  have  been 
cultivated. 

Since  the  observance  of  the  daj'  has-been  modified,  as  it  was  on  its  introduction 
into  Ohio,  it  has  spread  rapidly  through  the  country,  thirty-seven  States  having 
adopted  it.  Its  everj'-way  healthful  and  desirable  features  have  so  generally 
commended  it  also  that  it  has  gained  a  foothold  abroad  and  has  begun  to  be  ob- 
served in  England,  Scotland,  France,  and  even  in  far-off  South  Africa.  It  has 
become  preeminently  a  school  daj'  and  a  school  festival.  In  many  cases  school 
teachers  and  superintendents  have  introduced  its  observance.  But  it  has  soon  so 
commended  itself  to  all  that,  in  most  cases,  it  has  been  established  by  law  and 
made  a  legal  holiday. 


VI.     Song.      .... 

■ 

VII.     Brief  Recitations. 


And  Nature,  the  old  nurse,  took 

The  child  upon  her  knee. 
Saying  :     "  Here  is  a  story-book 

Thy  Father  has  written  for  thee." 

"Come,  wander  with  me,"  she  said, 

"  Into  regions  yet  untrod  ; 
And  read  what  is  still  unread 

In  the  manuscripts  of  God." 

And  he  wandered  away  and  away 

With  Nature,  the  dear  old  nurse. 
Who  sang  to  him  night  and  day 

The  rhymes  of  the  universe. 

And  whenever  the  way  seemed  long. 

Or  his  heart  began  to  fail. 
She  would  sing  a  more  wonderful  song. 
Or  tell  a  more  marvelous  tale. 
****** 

—"The  Fiftieth  Birthday  of  Agassiz."— Longfellow. 

For  Nature  beats  in  perfect  tune. 

And  rounds  with  rhyme  her  every  rime; 

Whether  she  work  in  laud  or  sea, 

Or  hide  under  ground  her  alchemy.* 

Thou  cans't  not  wave  thy  staff  in  air, 

Or  dip  thy  paddle  in  the  lake. 

But  it  carves  the  bow  of  beauty  there. 

And  the  ripples  in  rhymes  the  oar  forsake. 

The  wood  is  wiser  far  than  thou  ; 

The  wood  and  wave  each  other  know. 

Not  unrelated,  unaffied. 

But  to  each  thought  and  thing  allied, 

Is  perfect  Nature's  every  part. 

Rooted  in  the  mighty  Heart.  -Emerson. 

Nature  never  did  betray 
The  heart  that  loved  her  :     'Tis  her  privilege, 
Through  all  the  years  of.  this,  our  life,  to  lead 
From  joy  to  joy  ;  for  she  can  so  inform 


The  mind  that  is  withiu  us,  so  impress 

With  quietness  and  beauty,  and  so  feed 

With  lofty  thoughts,  that  neither  evil  tongues. 

Rash  judgments,  not  the  sneers  of  selfish  men, 

Nor  greetings  where  no  kindness  is,  nor  all 

The  dreary  intercourse  of  daily  life. 

Shall  e'er  prevail  against  us,  or  disturb 

Our  cheerful  faith,  that  all  whicli  we  behold 

Is  full  of  blessings.  -Wordsworth. 


"  Who  does  his  duty,  is  a  question 
Too  complex  to  be  solved  by  me  ; 

But  he,  I  venture  the  suggestion. 
Does  part  of  his  who  plants  a  tree." 


Robins  in  ilie  tree-top,  blossoms  in  the  grass  ; 
Green  things  a-growing  everywhere  you  pass  ; 
Sudden  little  breezes  ;  showers  of  silver  dew  ; 
Black  bough  and  bent  twig  budding  out  anew  ! 
Pine  tree  and  Avillow  tree,  fringed  chn  and  larch — 
Don't  you  think  that  May-time's  pleasanter  than  March  ? 

— T.  B.  Aldrich. 


"Mhcn  tbc  Bpplc  JBlossoms  Stir. 

The  buds  in  the  tree's  heart  safeh^  were  folded  away, 
Awaiting  in  dreaming  quiet  the  coming  of  May. 

When  one  little  bud  rose  gently  and  pondered  awhile  : 
"It's  dark,  and  no  one  would  see  me,"  it  said  with  a  smile, 

"  If  I  before  all  the  others  could  bloom  first  in  May, 
And  so  be  the  only  blossom,  if  but  for  a  day, 

How  the  world  would  welcome  my  coming — the  first  little  flower- 
'Twill  surely  be  w^orth  the  trouble,  if  but  for  an  hour." 

Close  to  the  light  it  crept  softl3',  and  waited  till  Spring, 
With  her  magic  fingers,  the  door  wnde  open  should  fling. 

Spring  came,  the  bud  slipped  out  softly  and  opened  its  eyes 
To  catch  the  first  loving  welcome  ;  but  saw  with  surprise. 


That  swift  through  the  open  doorway,  lo,  others  had  burst, 

had  thought  to  be  fin 

—St.  Nicholas  "  Jack-in-the-Pulpit." 


For  thousands  of  little  white  blossoms  had  thought  to  be  first. 


VIII.     Reading — Extract  from  Bryant's  "  Forest  Hymnr 

Father,  tliy  hand 
Hath  reared  these  venerable  columns  ;  Thou 
Didst  weave  this  verdant  roof.     Thou  didst  look  down 
Upon  the  naked  earth,  and,  forthwith,  rose 
All  these  fair  ranks  of  trees.     They,  in  thy  sun. 
Budded,  and  shook  their  green  leaves  in  thy  breeze, 
And  shot  toward  heaven.     The  century-living  crow 
Whose  birth  was  in  their  tops,  grew  old  and  died 
Among  their  branches,  till,  at  last,  they  stood, 
As  they  now  stand,  massy,  and  tall,  and  dark. 
Fit  shrine  for  humble  worshipper  to  hold 
Communion  with  his  Maker.     These  dim  vaults. 
These  winding  aisles,  of  human  pomp  or  pride 
Report  not.     No  fantastic  carvings  show 
The  boast  of  our  vain  race  to  change  the  form 
Of  thy  fair  works.     But  Thou  art  here— Thou  lill'st 
The  solitude.     Thou  art  in  the  soft  winds 
That  run  along  the  summit  of  these  trees 
In  music  ;  Thou  art  in  the  cooler  breath 
That  from  the  inmost  darkness  of  the  place 
Comes,  scarcely  felt ;  the  barky  trunks,  the  ground, 
The  fresh,  moist  ground,  are  all  instinct  with  Thee. 

Here  is  continual  worship.     Nature,  here, 
In  the  tranquillity  that  thou  dost  love. 
Enjoys  Thy  presence.     Noiselessly  around, 
From  perch  to  perch,  the  solitary  bird 
Passes;  and  yon  clear  spring,  that,  'midst  its  herbs. 
Wells  softly  forth,  and,  wandering,  steeps  the  roots 
Of  half  the  mighty  foi'est,  tells  no  tale 
Of  all  the  good  it  does.     Thou  hast  not  left 
Thyself  without  a  witness,  in  the  shades. 
Of  thy  perfections.     Grandeur,  strength  and  grace 
Are  here  to  speak  of  Thee.     This  mighty  oak — 
By  whose  immovable  stem  I  stand  and  seem 
Almost  annihilated — not  a  prince 
In  all  that  proud  old  world  beyond  the  deep 
E'er  wore  his  crown  as  loftily  as  he 
Wears  the  green  coronal  of  leaves  with  which 
Thy  hand  has  graced  him.     Nestled  at  his  root 
Is  beauty  such  as  blooms  not  in  the  glare 
Of  the  broad  sun.     That  delicate  forest  flower. 
With  scented  breath  and  look  so  like  a  smile. 
Seems,  as  it  issues  from  the  shapeless  mould, 
,An  emanation  of  the  indwelling  Life, 
A  visible  token  of  the  upholding  Love, 
That  are  the  soul  of  this  great  universe. 


X.     Song. 


XI.     Brief  Addresses. 


XII.     Song.     '. 


■THE  PMNTIN&  ©F  THE  THEE.  ] 
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XIII.     Song—''  The  Arbor  Day  Marchr 

(Air— "Marching  Through  Georgia.") 


Celebrate  the  Arbor  Day 

With  march  and  song  and  cheer, 
For  the  season  comes  to  us 

But  once  in  every  year  ; 
Should  we  not  remember  it 

And  make  the  mem'ry  dear, —  ' 
Memories  sweet  for  this  May-day  ? 

Chorus. — Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  the  Arbor  Day  is  here. 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  !  it  gladdens  ev'ry  year  ; 
So  we  plant  a  young  tree  on  blithesome  Arbor  Dny, 
While  we  are  singing  for  gladness. 

Flow'rs  are  blooming  all  around, 

Are  blooming  on  this  day  ; 
And  the  trees,  with  verdure  clad, 

Welcome  the  month  of  May, 
Making  earth  a  garden  fair 

To  hail  the  Arbor  Day, 
Clothing  all  Nature  with  gladness. 

Chorus. — Hurrah  I  hurrah  !  the  Arbor  Day  is  here,  etc. 

—Ellen  Beacchamp, 


10 
XIV.     Selection — ""Plant  a   Tree!'      .     .     lat  the  planting.] 

The  first  five  stanzas  to  be  recited  by  five  pupils,  and  the  last  in  unison 

by  the  school. 

1.  He  who  plants  a  tree 

Plants  a  hope. 
Rootlets  up  through  tibres  blindly  grope  ; 
Leaves  untold  into  horizons  free. 
****** 

2.  He  who  plants  a  tree 

Plants  a  joy  ; 
Plants  a  comfort  that  will  never  cloy — 
Every  day  a  fresh  reality. 

****** 

3.  He  who  plants  a  tree, 

He  plants  peace. 
Under  its  green  curtains  jargons  cease, 
Leaf  and  zephyr  murmur  soothingly  ; 

****** 

4.  He  who  plants  a  tree. 

He  plants  youth  ; 
Vigor  won  for  centuries  in  sooth  ; 
Life  of  time  that  liints  eternity  !  • 

*  '  *        *        *        *        * 

5.  He  who  plants  a  tree, 

•  He  plants  love  ; 

Tents  of  coolness  spreading  out  above 
Wayfarers  he  may  not  live  to  see. 

All.  Gifts  that  grow  are  best ; 

Hands  that  bless  are  blest ; 

Plant :     Life  does  the  rest ! 
Heaven  and  earth  help  him  who  plants  a  tree 
And  his  work  its  own  reward  shall  be.  —Lucy  Larcom. 


XV.     Planting  Song. [after  the  planting.] 

(Aiu— "  America.") 

"  Grow  there  and  flourish  well, 
Ever  the  story  tell 
Of  tliis  dad  day. 
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Long  may  thy  branches  raise 
To  heaven  our  grateful  praise, 
Waft  tliem  on  sunlight  rays 
To  God  away. 

"  Deep  in  the  earth,  to-day. 
Safely  thy  roots  Ave  liiy, 

Tree  of  our  love  ; 
Grow  thou  and  flourish  long  ; 
Ever  our  grateful  song 
Shall  its  glad  notes  prolong 

To  God  above." 


XV/. 


Closing  Recitation. 


[In  Unison.  ] 


"  Joy  to  the  thought  of  our  own,  oavu  tree  I 
Long  may  its  branches  shade  our  way  ; 
This  task  shall  ever  our  pleasure  be — 
Planting  a  tree  on  Arbor  Day." 


E.    L.    FKEEMAN  &   SON, 
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